when suddenly her voice broke with emotion as though her
heart were carried away by some inner tempest. Her eyes
flashed, and her upper lip faintly quivered. A spiteful jeer
could be heard hiding like a snake under every word, but yet
there was the ring of tears in her laughter. She bent across the
table to the old man and gazed with eager intentness into his
lustreless eyes. Ordynov heard her heart suddenly begin beat-
ing when she finished; he cried out with ecstasy when he
glanced at her, and was getting up from the bench. But a
flitting momentary glance from the old man riveted him to his
seat again. A strange mingling of contempt, mocking, im-
patient, angiy uneasiness and at the same time sly, spiteful
curiosity gleamed in his passing momentary glance, which
every time made Ordynov shudder and filled his heart with
annoyance, vexation and helpless anger.
Thoughtfully and with a sort of mournful curiosity the old
man looked at his Katerina. His heart was stung, words had
been uttered. But not an eyebrow stirred upon his facel He
only smiled when she finished.
"You want to know a great deal at once, my full-fledged
nestling, my fluttering bird 1 Better fill me a deep goblet! and
let us drink first to peace and goodwill; or I may spoil my
forecast, through someone's black evil eye. Mighty is the devil!
Sin is never far off!"
He raised his goblet and drank. The more wine he drank, the
paler he grew. His eyes burned like red coals. Evidently the
feverish light of them and the sudden deathlike blueness of his
face were signs that another fit was imminent. The wine was
strong, so that after emptying one goblet Ordynov's sight grew
more and more blurred. His feverishly inflamed blood could
bear no more: it rushed to his heart, troubled and dimmed his
reason. His uneasiness grew more and more intense. To relieve
his growing excitement, he filled his goblet and sipped it again,
without knowing what he was doing, and the blood raced even
more rapidly through his veins. He was as though in delirium,
and, strainiag his attention to the utmost, he could hardly
follow what was passing between his strange landlord and
landlady.
The old man knocked his goblet with a ringing sound against
the table.
"Fill it, Katerina!" he cried, "fill it again, bad daughter, fill
it to the brim! Lay the old man in peace, and have done with
,him! That's it, pour out more, pour it out, my beauty 1 Let